THE STEEL GLAS.

Thefe knackes (my lord) I cannot cal to minde,

Bycaufe they fhewe not in my glaffe of fteele.

But holla : here, I fee a wondrous fight,

I fee a fwarme, of Saints within my glaffe:

Beholde, behold, I fee a fwarme in deede

Of holy Saints, which walke in comely wife,

Not deckt in robes, nor garnifhed with gold.

But fome vnihod, yea fome ful thinly clothde,

And yet they feme, fo heauenly for to fee,

As if their eyes, were al of Diamonds,

Their face of Rubies, Saphires, and lacincts,

Their comly beards, and heare, of filuer wiers.

And to be Ihort, they feeme AngelycalL

What ihould they be, (my Lord) what Ihould they be

O gratious God, I fee now what they be.

Thefe be my pnefls, which pray for evry Hate,

Thefe be my pnefls, deuorced from the world,        Pnebt

And wedded yet, to heauen and holyneffe,

Which are not proude, nor couet to be riche.

Which go not gay, nor fede on damtie foode,

Which enuie not, nor knowe what malice meanes,

Which loth all lust, difdaynmg drunkeneffe^

Which cannot faine, which hate hypocufie.

Which neuer fawe, Sir Simonies deceits

Which preach of peace, which carpe contentions,

Which loyter not, but labour al the yeare,

Which thunder threts, of gods mod greuous wrath,

And yet do teach, that mercie is in fLore.

Lo thefe (my Lord) be my good praying priefls,
Defcended from, Mekhyfedcc by line
Cofens to Paule, to Peter, lames, and John,
Thefe be my priests, the feafmng of the earth
Which wil not leefe, their Savrmeffe, I trowe.

Not one of thefe (for twentie liundreth groats)